48      THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
ears5 and their ayah came behind them carrying
their things; Blanche shrank against the wall
hiding her case.
"Hu'Io, Blanche Lemarchant/9 said Wendy,
"Who 'is this child?*' demanded Mrs. Fer~
nancies. "Who is she?"
Wendy looked at her feet and mumbled,
"Who'is she? 1 want to know/'
"I only wished her, mumma," said Wendy. "I
had to wish her/1
"You know/' said Mrs. Fernandes} "that I am
very particular. You know I do not let you speak
to children in the street. You know that, ayah3 and
this child is dark; she's nearly black/*
"I'm not/' said Blanche in a cold, dignified
voice, that came far up above the burning place
that Mrs. Fernandes's words seemed to have made
inside her^ "I am only a very pale brown/' But
Mrs. Fernandes had tittupped away down the
street.
Blanche was not going to tell Rosa that, and
she said5 "All the time at school I was hungry/1
"Hungry? Had you no breakfast?*'
"Boy is so slow that sometimes he doesn't get
there until after recreation is over/*
"Why didn't you ask Mother Ignatius?"
"I wouldn't ask Mother Ignatius for anything/'
said Blanche stoutly. "And I got a bad mark for
my blouse again. It splits at the back and that isn't
my fault, is it, because I can't see behind my
shoulders? It is one of yours, and you sweated so
under your arms that auntie had to take out the